By the end of the twentieth century, Amy Lowell's poetry had been all but erased from modernism, with her name resurfacing only in relation to her dealings with Ezra Pound, her distant kinship with Robert Lowell, or her correspondence with D. H. Lawrence. The tale of how Pound rejected Lowell's Imagism, rebranding his movement as Vorticism and spurning the 'Amygism' of Lowell's Some Imagist Poets anthologies (1915)(1916)(1917), had become something of a modernist myth. Recent critics have begun the project of re-evaluating and ultimately reinstating Lowell, but the extent of her contribution to modernist poetry and poetics -and her influence on other, more popular, twentieth-century writers -has not yet been acknowledged. This essay encourages readers to see the apparitional Lowell, both in the male-dominated world of modernism and in celebrated works by writers that followed. By drawing attention to the weighty impact of Lowell's poetry on Lawrence -and, later, on Ted Hughes and Sylvia Plath -I provide compelling reasons not only to revisit Lowell but also to reassess those texts that are haunted by her presence.
'magnetic personality [that] always commanded the crowd' adds to the impression of Lowell as a larger-than-life, crowd-pleasing curiosity -like an animal at the zoo. 6 Yet Lowell drifted, in the decades since her death in 1925, from the realm of the spectacle into that of the spectral. It is symbolic that Lowell's personal file marked 'Autobiography' was discovered, by authorised biographer S. Foster Damon, to hold 'not a page of her project'.
7 Despite the fact that she was posthumously awarded the 1926 Pulitzer
Prize for Poetry, for her last collection What's O'Clock (1925), Lowell and her work were all but erased from the modernist canon, with her name resurfacing only in relation to her dealings with Pound, her distant kinship with Robert Lowell, or her correspondence with D.
H. Lawrence. The 'deeply gendered' tale, in Andrew Thacker's words, of how Pound rejected Lowell's Imagism, rebranding his movement as Vorticism and spurning the 'Amygism' of Lowell's Some Imagist Poets anthologies (1915) (1916) (1917) , has taken on both the weight and the malleability of a myth.
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Damon's suitably hefty biography has largely been consigned to history, and it is only in the last fifteen years that occasional ripples of interest in a poet who suffered an 'almost total disappearance from American letters after her death'
have begun to constitute something of a wave. Rollyson's inclusion of the updated version of an article entitled 'The Absence of Amy Lowell', first published in The New Criterion, as the introductory chapter to both texts foregrounds Lowell's curious evaporation, whilst Bradshaw's afterword, 'Whatever Happened to Amy I am deeply grieved by all this ruckus over 'The Rainbow', and I am annoyed with myself that my silence prevented you from sending it to me, as I am extremely anxious to read it.
[…] I have written Richard [Aldington] to procure me a copy by hook or by crook if he can, for you know you have no more fervent admirer in the world than I am. 18 Lowell's letter begins with two apologies: for her 'long silence […] of the pen, not of the heart', and for the delay in sending Lawrence's royalties from sales of the first edition of Some Imagist Poets: An Anthology (1915) . 19 But setting financial matters aside, Lawrence and The Rainbow were clearly in Lowell's debt. The previous year, Lawrence had been delighted to receive Lowell's gift of a (her own) used typewriter -a 'frightfully jolly' machine 'with which both myself and my wife are for the present bewitched'
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-and, on 18
December 1914, a month after the typewriter's arrival, Lawrence set about 're-writing [the novel]. It will be called The Rainbow. When it is done, I think really it will be a fine piece of work'. 21 I do not want to suggest that Lawrence's typewriter was in some way haunted by its previous owner, who was very much alive in the Lowell family mansion in Brookline, Massachusetts, or that Lowell possessed the mysterious ability to guide Lawrence's bewitched fingers over the keys from across the Atlantic. If, as Katherine Mullin has claimed, typists may be read as 'figures of ambiguous, often troubling authorial identification', then I would argue that the typewriter itself in this instance stands as a troubling symbol of the not-yet-identified authorial ambiguity -a queer emblem of ghostwriting -that just might cloud The Rainbow.
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As Nicola Wilson writes in her discussion of The Rainbow's obscenity trial as 'a stark warning for the authors of frank and challenging fiction', the chapter entitled 'Shame' was 'pointedly picked up on by the magistrate'. When Miss Inger arrives to take the swimming class, she is dressed in 'a rust-red tunic like a Greek girl's', appearing 'firm-bodied as Diana': Ursula's Sapphic mistress has stepped directly out of the faded Grecian splendour -the marble columns are 'yellowed'
(10), and the steps 'moss-tarnished' (11) -of Lowell's poem.
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The 'water flickering upon the white shoulders, the strong legs kicking shadowily' 35 The Rainbow, p. 328. 36 Ibid., p. 326. 37 Ibid., p. 326, p. 328.
'impertinent to talk of "sources" [for The Rainbow]', and that 'imaginative exploration was easier because it would be a relation between females, not implicating him'; but writing about lesbianism was only 'easier' because the necessary source material was already at Lawrence's disposal.
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The first four lines of 'In a Garden' might be read as symbolic -or prophetic -given that Lowell's stark Imagism (or Amygism) was 'spread at ease' by a rhapsodic, often florid male writer: 
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After the trial, Lawrence had lost his copy and Lowell was unable to procure one. 41 Lawrence and Lowell were generally in the habit of sharing creative outputs with one another; and, whereas Lowell was ever keen to express her 'fervent admiration' of Lawrence, he would regularly pass comment on her writing with a critical and provocative air of superiority. Men, Women and Ghosts, like the typewriter, was received (along with a cheque for £60) with enthusiastic praise, but Lawrence nonetheless made it clear that 'I like this book better than "Sword Blades Helen Carr has pointed out that Lowell 'was able to exploit the gender specificity in the imagist "I"', and that, On the face of it, the poem's speaker is a heterosexual woman pining for 'the man who should loose me' (104), but lesbian desire glides, ghostlike, beneath the surface of the poem.
Monroe's claim that 'Patterns' would 'survive even if someone else stood behind it' is curiously apposite, though her interpretation of the poem's subject as 'a thing close to people's lives and hearts' may not be altogether accurate. 52 The myth that phantoms only appear to those who are looking for them evidently applies to Lowell's apparitional lesbianism here.
Lowell invites a reading of the 'patterns' in her poem as rigid femininity and 53 However, coupled with the 'sliding of the water' and the discarded gown, the stroking hand points to sex between women. In the following stanza, the speaker reveals that she 'would choose | To lead him in a maze along the patterned path' (47- The scene of chivalrous romance in 'Patterns', with its marble fountains and intricate gardens, is found in both 'In a Garden' and 'The Blue Scarf', another poem in Sword Blades.
A thread of continuity reaches from 'The Blue Scarf' into 'Patterns':
Pale, with the blue of high zeniths, shimmered over with silver, brocaded In smooth, running patterns, a soft stuff, with dark knotted fringes, it lies there, Warm from a woman's soft shoulders, and my fingers close on it, caressing. Where is she, the woman who wore it? The scent of her lingers and drugs me!
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As the silver, the brocade, and the patterns appear in both poems, readers might reasonably assume that Lowell is purposely establishing a relationship between her 1914 erotic fantasy about a woman and her 1915 war poem. Like 'In a Garden', 'The Blue Scarf' and 'Patterns'
are suspended in the moment of desire: their subject is longing rather than consummation.
The gender of the speaker in 'The Blue Scarf' is not disclosed, but the setting -with 'columns of marble' (7) and 'the gold-bubbled water of a basin' (10) -encourages readers to If it is surprising that readers have not yet picked up on Lawrence's debt to 'In a Garden', then it is nothing short of incredible that Ted Hughes's 'Pike' (1959) has not been considered in its close relation to 'The Pike'. In Lowell's poem, 'shadows', 'green-and-copper', 'under the reeds', and 'orange' appear in sequence; in almost the same pattern, Hughes's poem gives us 'green tigering the gold' (2), 'silhouette' (6), 'under the heat-struck lily pads' (9), and an 'amber cavern' (12).
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In an echo of the antepenultimate line of 'The Pike', the final line of resurfaces as 'Each morning it is her face that replaces the darkness. | In me she has drowned a young girl, and in me an old woman | Rises toward her day after day, like a terrible fish.'
Yet 'Mirror' is in dialogue not only with 'Pike' but with Lowell's work too; the 'blurred reflection' (17) that ends Lowell's 'The Pike' provides a starting point for 'Mirror'.
The structure of Plath's poem faithfully reproduces or reflects that of Lowell's 'The Pike': eighteen lines are divided into two equal nine-line stanzas. The visual effect, within each poem, is one of distorted mirroring: the penultimate line of the second stanza in both poems is longer than all other lines, thus breaking the pattern and shattering the illusion of a reflection. The colours in Plath's first stanza evoke Lowell's 'Patterns': the mirror is 'silver and exact' (1), and the opposite wall is 'pink, with speckles' (7). The first stanza is apparently spoken by a mirror, but the volta at line 10 sees a transformation: 'Now I am a lake'. On its surface, Plath's poem is about aging, decay, and the falsity of femininity and romance -'those liars, the candles or the moon' (12) -but the unstable identity of the speaker invites alternative readings. In his analysis of Hughes's 'Pike', Raphaël Ingelbien observes that 'the mirror faces both ways: the angler's hallucinated state can also derive from the sense that he may be a reflection'.
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In 'Mirror', too, the relationship between reality and reflection is more complex than it initially appears: the voice may not be that of a mirror or a lake, reflecting a woman's image, but rather that of the woman herself. If Plath's 'I' is a woman, then the poem becomes not about a divided or reflected self but about two women: in her engagement with the second woman, who 'comes and goes' (15), the 'silver and exact' speaker has lost her youth and has turned into a 'terrible fish'. I am not suggesting that 'Mirror' should be interpreted as a closeted lesbian poem; on the contrary, a reading of Plath's poem as autobiographical would likely point to the second woman as one of Hughes's students. 64 But, as in 'Patterns', what appears to be one woman -at once gazer and gazed upon -can be read as two. Alternatively, the 'I' could be a male speaker; Hughes himself fits the bill for the 'little god' (5) who is 'not cruel, only truthful' (4). Setting enchanted mirrors aside, Plath's poem is haunted by the presence of a figure behind or beneath its glassy surface. Echoes of Lowell can be heard in the pink and silver, the lake, and the fish; yet her voice has been effectively drowned out by that of Plath's husband. It is somehow symbolic that Lowell kept the mirrors in her home concealed behind black linen. Lupercalia is the ancient Roman festival of fertility), Sword Blades and Lupercal share a surprising attention to metrical and rhythmic convention. Lowell claimed that she 'had not entirely abandoned the more classic English metres', and the same might be said of Lupercal, most notably in the tetrameter of the 'Lupercalia' sequence that ends the collection. The bud is more than the calyx (Lowell, 19) There was a flower that flowered inward, womb-ward; Now there is a fruit like a ripe womb.
It was always a secret.
That's how it should be, the female should always be secret. Here was clearly a genius, a writer destined for greatness. By helping to foster his talent, Lowell would be advancing the cause of the new poetry, and she would also be advancing her own ambition to be leader of the cause. 75 The (false) idea that a female American poet would require the help of a superior Englishman in 'advancing her own ambition' may sound familiar. But whilst academics and aficionados have leapt to Plath's defence, Lowell has been all but forgotten: the gender and class politics of modernist poetry have exorcised the impact of the Brahmin woman's work. Unhelpfully, 'the poet', for Lowell, was a male figure: in the preface to Sword Blades, for instance, she claimed that 'the poet must learn his trade in the same manner [as a man who makes a chair], and with the same painstaking care, as the cabinet-maker'. 76 Parker has explored ways in which Lowell's female muses -the actress Eleonora Duse, and Lowell's partner Ada Russell -allowed her to 'reconcile and voice parts of herself that she felt she had to disavow in taking up the masculine position of poet'. where 'A Poker of Fun' sees 'twenty-one modern poets popped off 'twixt a laugh and a pun', Lowell's parenthetical placement of women -'Dear Sir (or Dear Madam)' -and reference to the poet's 'wife and her friends with their "circles" and "clubs"' are not intended to be taken seriously. 78 the lesbianism at the heart of her work -was a strategic and self-protective 'sort of selfghosting'.
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As to the extent of Lowell's contribution to modernist poetry and poetics, readers, like 
